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Silent Prayersby Sheryl Martin 

Dear Lord, I know it's been a while since I came to visit you. Here, 

I mean, in church; in our pew. But it's been harder and harder to 
come here alone without my family around me. 

I know and you know they're there for me; busy with their own lives. 
But it's a mother's job to worry. 

And I worry so much about Dana. 

I know that you're taking care of Melissa now, and Bill's up there no 
doubt trying to organise Heaven... but I'd appreciate it if you could 
watch Dana more these days. I know you were there at the hospital the 
first time; when she showed up after being gone for so long... 



I was so scared. Lord. . . and Mulder was right there when we picked up 
the gravestone; his face stern and solid. But I could see how 
heartbroken he was . 

A mother always knows these things. 

So I'm praying for those two today; Fox and Dana. Because of all my 
children, and I suspect most of yours; those two need your help the 
most . 

Amen . 


Lord, it's been a while since I even tried to pray. About a week 
after Samantha disappeared I realised that you couldn't be listening; 
that you couldn't care if you let them take my little girl. And I 
stopped trying to talk to you. 

Well, I'm trying to start again. 

But it's hard to have faith in a world that I know isn't as it seems. 
My son, all that I have left, is walking in the shadow of his 
father's image more and more these days. Sometimes I see him quickly 
in the shade and see my William when he was younger and not as deeply 
involved in things... 

Evil things. Lord. . . but all done in your name, which I am truly 
ashamed of. 

But as he creeps closer and closer to the light, I'm worried about 
what he'll find out about me - about Samantha and his father and what 
the truth is. 

Although I'm not even sure what that is anymore. After the stroke... 

I don't know if what I remember is real or just a dream. 

Or a nightmare. 

Anyway, Lord - this is my first one in a long while, and it's for my 
son. Please keep him safe and from harm. Because I can't anymore. 


Our Father. . . ah . . . sigh. . . 

It just doesn't work anymore. Reciting the same old thing. Sorry 
about that; but I can't do the routines without believing in them. 


And I want to believe. 

I've prayed on and off at times; you know usually when it's the 
worst. No atheists in foxholes and all that - most times while 
waiting for Mulder to wake up and start preaching to me about what he 
believes . 

But now this one's for both of us. Because I feel that no one can 
understand what we face, what we fight for. Except you. Which is 



right, I guess. 


Please keep an eye on Mulder - he's so determined to find the truth 
that I'm afraid that he'll shatter apart if he ever stopped; ever got 
his answers. And I couldn't take that. 

Heck, I don't even know if he's Catholic or not - never asked, to be 
truthful. But I don't think that matters much these days; when evil 
crosses all barriers and all borders. 

I'm scared. Lord. 

Please take care of my partner. 

Because I can't lose him to the shadows. I won't let them take him. 


Amen . 

Ah . . . dammit . . . 

Whoops... better edit that bit out, God... 

I know we haven't been on exactly friendly terms for awhile... okay, 
years. But I'm asking for a favour right now, and I know you're the 
only one who can give it to me. 

Yah, I've been a lousy guy. I'll admit that right up front; starting 
back when Sam was taken. And now that I know about my father's 
involvement in that and God knows what else... 

Oh... I guess you do know, don't you? 

Well, I'm not asking for myself today. 

It's my partner - you know, the redhead. 

Well, you gave her that wonderful hair. Mind you, a few more inches 
would have helped. . . 

I know - it's not my place to dictate. But a few more inches... 

Hey, you gave me this sense of humour. 

But this prayer is about her, not me. I need you to help her; bring 
her back to me again. You've done it before; I know you were there 
and that you did it - because there wasn't anything that could be 
done . 

You've got to bring her back to me one more time, God. 

Because I can't go on without her. 

Please? 



End 
f ile . 



